‘*What's the—the odor, Jimmie?" 


‘OULDN’T the doctor bubble 
with wrath if he knew I was 
visiting here ?’’ laughed the 

trim, pretty girl in the laboratory 
window, turning from her contempla- 
tion of William Street, as it appears at 
half-past three on a business day. She 
was private secretary to a gentleman of 
the Stock Exchange, and knew the joy 
of abbreviated hours. 

The be-aproned young man at the 
work table smiled as he bent over cau- 
tiously to pour something into a paper- 
lined funnel. 

“‘Dr. Broderick’sthoughtsare with him 
in far-away Boston, my dear,’’ he said. 
The ‘‘ my dear’’ was perfectly proper; 
they were engaged. ‘‘ They have noth- 
ing to do with charming young persons 
like yourself, nor with the humble as- 
sistant, left behind to analyze things for 
him. The doctor is perfecting some- 
body’s process at dollars and dollars and 
dollars per day.” 

‘* Why don’t people send for you for 
that sort of thing?” asked the pretty 
girl, whose reasoning in this connection 
prejudice had slightly dulled. ‘‘ You're 
just as good a chemist.”’ 

The young man at the work table 
smiled again. 

““Doubtless,’”> he murmured, “ al- 
though as yet the fact seems generally 
unrecognized. Oh, did I tell you that 
Briggs offered me charge of their factory 
yesterday, Grace ?”’ 

“No. Are you going to take it? 
How much do they pay?’’ exclaimed 
an eager voice. She was not mercen- 
ary, but she was practical, and they 
had roseate plans for the future. 

‘*Not enough. It doesn’t matter. 
Briggs is a one-horse concern, anyway. 
I won’t tear away from the doctor until 
the happy day arrives when one of the 
really big firms shall discover that I’m 
their ideal of a factory superintendent 
—somebody like old Wormser.’’ 
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THE REACTION 


By E, F. STEARNS 


‘* Nice old man,’’ approved the girl. 
Then, being versed in the trade gossip 
of her fiancé, she added easily: ‘* He's 
not buying his stuff from the Bailey 
people any longer, is he ?”’ 

‘*Still buying and still being swin- 
dled. This mess—” indicating the 
chaotic work table—‘‘ represents the 
analysis of a car of bichromate of soda 
he got last week. According to con- 
tract, it ought to show up sixty per 
cent. of chromic acid.”’ 

“And will show up fifty ?”’ 

‘*Not much more. Queer, isn’t it ? 
Time after time, the old fellow pays us 
to analyze the stuff; time after time, we 
prove that it’s poor and weak; time after 
time he swears he'll never buy another 
cent’s wortlr of Bailey—and then he for- 
gets all about it.’’ 

‘* Some day he’ll remember.’ 

‘Perhaps. Phew! Grace, I'd like 
to sell him the trash he buys at the 
prices he pays !”’ 

‘“‘No, you wouldn’t, Jimmie,’’ cor- 
rected the trim girl positively. ‘‘ You 
couldn’t swindle. It isn't in you.’’ 

Silence brooded over the laboratory for 
aspan of minutes. From her window the 
girl watched as the chemist poured this 
iness into that flask,and washed a micro- 
scopic sediment afterwards with a care 
that seemed worthy of greater doings. 
The whole was then poised over the flick- 
ering blue gas-flame, and infernal vapors 
rose lazily to the discolored ceiling. 

‘““What's the—the odor, Jimmie ?’’ 
asked the girl, fearfully. 

‘Boiling off a little acid,’’ he 
laughed. 

“T think I'll run along homeward 
and leave you to boil it off alone.’’ 

‘* Tt won't last long.” 

‘““ Nor should I—in there,’’ called the 
girl, who had gained by this time the 
comparatively purer atmosphere of the 
little office and ante-room. ‘‘ Good-by, 
Jimmie.”’ 


” 
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Customarily, they stilled the pang of 
parting with a kiss, and Jimmie saw no 
cogent reason for departing from cus- 
tom in this instance. Hence, the buoy- 
ant young man gathered up his long 
apron and dived for the laughing face 
in the ante-room. He had reached it, 
had encircled her waist—when the outer 
door swung open ! 

Cried a jaunty, immaculate person 
of thirty-five or so, whose patent 
leather boots came to an abrupt stand- 
still :— 

‘*T deg your pardon !”’ 

‘* Good gracious !’’ gasped the pretty 
girl, wrenching herself free and whirl- 
ing into the corridor’s merciful ob- 
scurity with a single motion. 

‘*Really—I—I fear that I inter- 
rupted— ?’’ smiled the newcomer. 

‘*No, sir!’’ replied the chemist, with 
uncalled for fierceness. 

“ Well—”’ murmured the jaunty one, 
smoothing the smile from his features. 
‘* Ts the doctor in the laboratory ?’’ 

‘Dr. Broderick’s in Boston.”’ 

“‘In—deed?”? He lingered almost 
lovingly over the word, the tidings 
pleased him. ‘‘ Lord! This amorous 
young thing must be in charge! It 
looks like a cinch, after all,’’ thought 
the jaunty gentleman. 

“* You must be Mr. Bayard ?’’ hecon- 
tinued aloud. 

‘‘Tam,’’ confessed the chemist, whose 
breath was becoming more regular. 
‘* What can I do for you ?”’ 

For just one second the other’s eye 
regarded Jimmie Bayard. In that brief 
space was the chemist appraised, men- 
tally and morally, by an expert. 

‘Come in here, and we’ll talk it 
over,’’ suggested the visitor strolling 
into the laboratory with a calm disre- 
gard of the staring ‘‘ No Admittance,’’ 
and disposing himself with what com- 
fort there might be upon the solitary 
stool. 

‘* Cheeky !”’ was the inward conclu- 
sion of Jimmie Bayard. 

‘“‘Cheap guy—easy mark, too,’’ em- 
bodied the decision of the jaunty one. 

‘“My name’s Colton, Mr. Bavard,’’ 
he commenced with a touch of brisk- 
ness. ‘I’m with Bailey & Bailey, you 
know.”’ 
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‘* You are, eh?’’ murmured the chem- 
ist curiously, returning to his work. 

‘* Mr. Bayard, I’m going to be per- 
fectly frank with you.’ Sweet inno- 
cence beatified his upturned counte- 
nance. ‘‘ We're having lots of trouble 
with the executive force at our factory.” 

‘Why not fire the executive force ?’’ 
advanced Bayard dryly. 

‘‘Well—just now we can’t. Any- 
way, that’s not to the point. They 
don’t seem able to turn out good stuff 
over there. Why, we have complaint 
after complaint from the customers. 
Take old Wormser. The people up at 
his works kick, kick, kick, kick about 
everything we send ’em—claim it’s too 
weak, or too strong, or dirty, or some- 
thing else, every time.’’ 

‘“They do?’ This with purely per- 
functory interest. 

‘‘Humph! He draws harder than I 
expected,’’ mused tne visitor. 

‘‘ What the dickens is he driving at?” 
wondered the chemist. 

‘* Yes, it’s a steady kick up there. I 
hear all about it from the inside. I 
have a cousin in their New York office, 
you know.” 

‘* Must be handy,” said Jimmie with 
point. 

‘* He tells me that the old man him- 
self always sends samples of our ship- 
ments here for analysis—is that right ?’’ 

‘« My dear sir, we keep a record of all 
our transactions in a book in that safe. 
Shall I get it for you ?”’ 

‘* Pshaw !”? snapped Colton discard- 
ing as useless a quantity of his easy 
good humor. ‘‘ That red stuff you’re 
working on is our bichromate of soda. 
I know all about it—you got the sam- 
ple this morning, out of the lot wesent 
on the twenty-second. See here, Bay- 
ard, that stuff won’t run over fifty-five _ 
per cent of acid, will it?” 

‘‘Can’t say that for a couple of 
hours,’’ smiled the chemist. ‘‘ But the 
previous lot stood fifty-four, the one 
before that fifty-two and some tenths, 
the one before—”’ 

‘“‘ Bayard,’’ said the visitor, slowly, 
looking him in the eye, ‘‘take our 
check for a thousand dollars and report 
that stuff to Wormser as sixty per 
cent.’’ 
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“Eh! What?’’ gasped the chemist. 

‘€ You’re all alone to-day. It can't 
leak out,’’ pursued Colton hastily. 
‘¢ We've simply got to keep Wormser’s 
business—it means quarter of a million 
every year—and I have it straight that 
if we slip up on this shipment the old 
boy’s done with us for good. It'll save 
the business for us; it’ll put a cool 
thousand in your pocket before you go 
to bed to-night. And there’s something 
more, Bayard. The super at our works 
really is a dead one. His contract runs 
out in June. Get next to our Mr. 
Frank Bailey—this thing’ll put you 
there, all right—and you can take that 
job in a walk.’’ 

Such were the words of Frank Bailey’s 
confidential aide, one Colton. 

Before the nakedness of this iniquity 
the brain of Jimmie Bayard went 
a-whirling. He walked to the window 
and stared unseeing ata loaded truck as 
it clattered ferryward. He wanted that 
thousand dollars for his savings bank 
hoard ; he wanted that position, the 
kind of position he had cherished in 
day-dreams, with a ‘‘big’’ house. And 
Bailey & Bailey were big—crooked, but 
big. If itshould leak out later? Would 
it? Could— 

‘‘See here, Bayard,” interrupted Col- 
ton. He was standing and had picked 
up his hat. ‘‘ Let’s leave it this way. 
You think the thing over. If you de- 
cide not to take us up’’—Mr. Colton 
smiled inwardly—‘‘ get me on the wire 
and say so. Otherwise I'll expect 
you at the office before five. The 
check will be ready. Bring your re- 
port, and we'll mail it to Wormser to- 
gether. How’s that?” 

‘‘Er—yes,”’ said the chemist uncer- 
tainly. 

‘« That’s settled,’? chuckled Colton, 
tripping down stairs. ‘‘I know his 
kind—wavering, up-and-down, shall-I- 
or-shan’t-I young ninny. It’ll take him 
an hour to make up his poor little mind, 
ten minutes to fake a report—and five 
o'clock sees him in the office. Easy !’’ 

Jimmy Bayard closed the outer door. 
He glanced abstractedly at his work. 
Something was fiftering—it needed no 
attention for ten or fitteen minutes; it 
would have received none anyway. 
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Jimmie Bayard planted himself atop 
the stool, his heels on the rung, his 
knees elevated, his elbows on his knees, 
his chin in his hands, and stared at the 
work-table. 

To be, or not to be—bribed? That 
was the question, and a knotty one. 

Saving a thousand dollars from the 
average chemist’s wages is a dishearten- 
ing and tedious operation. Jimmie 
knew that only too well from experi- 
ence. Gaining a thousand dollars bya 
three blocks’ walk to Bailey & Bailey’s 
seemed of almost ridiculous facility. 
But to a young man with a conscience, 
such as Jimmie’s, there were drawbacks. 
Primarily, it would betray the doctor. 
Would he ever know of his betrayal ? 
It was most unlikely that Bailey & 
Bailey would publish abroad a deal of 
this sort. Moreover, with the sample 
of bichromate dropped into the sink, 
when the water had run for ten seconds, 
no power under the sun could prove 
that the report was false. 

Also, that superintendency was to be 
considered; perhaps it was a more 
powerful incentive to the deed than the 
actual money. To have charge of that 
big, beautiful factory of Bailey & 
Bailey’s! To read, in chaste, little 
type upon their letter head, ‘‘ James 
Bayard, Supt.!’’ And then a still, 
small voice asked Jimmie how much 
real likelihood there was of his name 
appearing in that chaste, little type on 
the paper of a firm who had succeeded 
in bribing him? 

Well, suppose that it never did ap- 
pear? The thousand dollars were still 
very substantial and alluring. Andthere 
might be more than one thousand of 
them awaiting him. Bailey & Bailey 
must keep Wormser’s business; Colton 
had said it. Would they let it slip for 
a matter of five thousand, or even ten ? 
Could anyone but Jimmie save it for 
them? Was he not in a position to 
name his own price? Why with 
ten thousand good dollars on the 
left-hand page of his bank-book, 
he and Grace could make, safely enough, 
their deferred embarkation on the mat- 
rimonial sea. 

A sudden cold shiver ran through the 
chemist. Grace! Grace, who had said, 


“Take the check for a thousand dollars." 


not an hour ago, that her Jimmie 
couldn’t swindle, that it wasn’t in him! 
Could he go to her and explain how it 
had happened that they might settle 
upon the day and interview the minister 
and buy tickets for Niagara Falls and 
look around fora little flat ? Would she 
prove a quiescent sharer in the money 
for which he had sold the lying report 
and his own honor ? 

‘* Oh, no,” said Jimmie Bayard, de- 
cidedly, standing erect. ‘‘ Lord, no!”’ 

‘* No, sir!’’ he added, making for the 
telephone. 

“* Be gentle with that telephone, Joe,”’ 
smiled Frank Bailey, as Mr. Colton 
hung up the receiver in the former’s 
private office with a vicious bang. ‘‘It 
belongs to the company.”’ 

‘* Well, I sized that fellow up for a 
flat,’’ remarked Colton  tartly, ‘‘ but 
hanged if I realized what an utter, 
blithering idiot he was !”’ 

‘*Who’s this ?” inquired Bailey, turn- 
ing back to his work. 

‘““Oh, that sanctified ass of a chemist 
that works for Broderick,’’ said Colton, 
drumming impatiently with his fingers. 

‘“Ah, yes. When is he coming 
around ?”’ 


‘*He’s not coming around. He was 
red hot just now. Called me a cor- 
ruptionist—cursed me up hill and down. 
He’s not going to do it !’’ 

‘* What !’’ gasped the junior partner, 
wheeling his chair about. ‘‘ Why not?” 

‘* Morals !"” sneered Colton. 

“To the devil with his morals !” cried 
Bailey angrily. 

**T wish he had ’em.’’ 

‘*Do you mean to tell me that that— 
that twenty-dollar-a-week stiff actually 
refused a thousand cash for his beastly 
report ?” 

‘““Said he wouldn’t betray his trust 
for fifty thousand! Baah !’’ 

“Oh, my God! That’s awful!” 
groaned the junior partner, staggered at 
the notion of a man without a price. 

“Awful! Awful ain’t the word! 
It’s hell! What the deuce are we going 
to do, Frank ?”’ 

“‘ Well, for one thing,’’ sighed Bailey, 
“‘T fancy we’re going to whistle for old 
Wormser’s business.’’ 


The peace of righteousness upon his 
brow, Jimmie Bayard pottered along 
with the analysis of Wormser’s bichro- 
mate of soda. 
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The incorruptible one hummed gently 
as he switched on the lights over the 
balances and poised the tiny crucible 
upon the pan, for contentment lay with- 
in his soul. Calculate the analysis, 
learn the fatal percentage of chromic 
acid, mail the report to Wormser—God 
spare that old gentleman’s feelings at 
the reading !—rattle up to Harlem on 
the elevated, rattle down again later 
with Grace to the theater. <A cheerful 
little program, the enjoyment of which 
he might have sold for a thousand dol- 
lars or five or ten—but had retained. 

Faintly audible in the after-hours 
hush, Jimmie’s pen scratched through 
jumbles of figures, scratched and theu 
scratched more slowly, and still more 
slowly—and ceased to scratch. 

Bayard’s gaze wandered from the 
figures and settled absently on the as- 
saying furnaces across the room, blurred 
gray shapes in the darkening corner. 

Odd are the happenings in a chemical 
laboratory. You spend hours seeking 
after the elusive identity of a thing, 
make sure at last that you have ascer- 
tained it, go about applying the final 
verification—and the thing mocks at 
you and proves to be some other thing 
altogether. If you are in commercial 
work, you learn to know the virtues or 
the failings of chemicals from this house 
or that, and you take too much for 
granted. 

Sometimes the good house sets a new 
man to tending their tanks or coolers 
and a faulty product results. Times 
are, too, when the other kind of house, 
through untoward accident, unwitting- 
ly makes a batch of high-grade stuff, 
and either exception comes as a sur- 
prise. Now if Bailey & Bailey had 
really chanced to send the aged Worm- 
ser a car of bichromate of soda which 
came up to the desired sixty per cent 
of acid, and Jimmie Bayard had sold 
his—perfectly honest—report to Bailey 
& Bailey and collected for it without 
going into superfluous details, precisely 
what would have been the ethical status 
of the transaction ? 

Obviously, reflected the chemist, the 
strictly chemical work would be of 
integrity unquestionable. Bailey & 
Bailey, paying for the intent to sin, 
seemed to belong in another and less 
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depraved category than Bailey & Bailey 
paying for the actual sinning. There 
was humor in the thought of a small 
fortune changing hands for absolutely 
nothing, given or received. 

Said Bayard to the assaying fur- 
naces :— 

“It might have been better to wait 
until the thing was finished.. I do be- 
lieve I’d havedone that. Telephone in 
haste, repent at leisure. Humph !” 

Said Bayard’s common sense :-- 

‘Tt’s likely, is it not, that Colton 
would have come around here unless he 
was almighty certain that the stuff was 
bad? Finish up and clear out of here. 
It’s getting late.’’ 

The fertilizer man in the office below 
possessed a clock which struck. 

Ordinarily it chimed the hour of six 
unechoed. Perhaps the clock won- 
dered why along, ghastly groan merged 
with its sixth tinkle to-night. The 
groan came from the soul of Jimmie 
Bayard, chemist. 

The pen had scratched its last. 
Wrinkled with incredulity, the young 
man glared at his mathematical deduc- 
tions. He stepped to the work-table, 
picked up his notes and scanned them 
rapidly. Notanerror. He returned to 
the desk and followed carefully with the 
pen-point every multiplication and divis- 
ion. Nevera slip revealed. In facta 
more clean-cut analysis had not passed 
through the laboratory in months. 

Jimmie Bayard drew to him the re- 
port blank he had prepared for Worm- 
ser, heaved a dolorous sigh and in- 
scribed :— 


Chromic Acid.......ccecceeeee 60.56% 


Then he arose slowly and drifted to 
the window. 

From the corridor below, curiously 
distinct in the evening stillness, floated 
the maundering song of the watchman 
on his first lonely tour of the night. 

Across the way the big office building 
stood dark and deserted, save for a sin- 
gle window where, beneath an incan- 
descent lamp, a belated stenographer 
pounded her machine. 

To this unconscious lady was ad- 
dressed the bitter summary of Jimmie 
Bayard’s mingling emotions :— 

“Well—I’m d dt” 


